


Ta << 


= | ’ 
¥ rl Tan il 7 4 
— Ls a a a a 






= 


- 
ap > Fr PYM | Wer 


e 
el we = UTS 


| € 





—\ 


mAS, 








Geronimo Stilton Thea Stilton 

A kearned and brainy Geronimo's sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 

The Rodents Gazette The Rodent’s Gazette 





& 





Trap Stilton Benjamin Stilton 
An awful joker; A sweet and loving 
Geronimo’s cousin and nine-year-old mouse; 
owner of the store Gerenimo’s favorite 
Cheap Junk for Leas nephew 


ES 
&Eée & €& 


FPAARAMAAABAA 


Geronimo Stilton 





A CHRISTMAS TALE 





Scholastic Inc. 
New York Toronto London Auckland Sydney 
Mexico City New Delhi Hong Kong Buenos Aires 


Contents 


Cover 

Title Page 

IT WAS A COLD DECEMBER MORNING 
BUY! BUY! BUY! 

I DON’T WANT TO BE ALONE! 


IT WOULD HAVE BEEN SUCH A NICE CHRISTMAS... 


STILTOD? GERODIBO STILTOD? 
RATTINA’S DREAM COMES TRUE 

GIVE ME YOUR MONEY! 

EVERY JOB IS IMPORTANT 

A WONDERFUL CHRISTMAS TOGETHER 
ALL WE NEED IS LOVE 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

Maps 

More Fabumouse Adventures 

Copyright 


SS 


IT WAS A COLD 
DECEMBER MORNING 


How cold was it, you ask? It was so cold 
that the cheese sandwich | had for breakfast 
turned into a CHEGSE PePsicie! 

| zipped up my winter coat. | wrapped my 
favorite scarf around my neck. It’s cheddar 
yellow. My favorite nephew, Benjamin, gave 
it to me. It always keeps my snout very warm! 


Then | stepped out of my mouse 
hole* into the frozen air. 
I scampered down the street, 


_ toward the center of town. I had just taken a 
~~ few steps when it began to snow! neon lnhiey 











swirled down from the sky. They landed on 
my whiskers like tiny “U9G QeqvllMag, 

I smiled. It was snowing on Christmas Eve! 
How perfect! As | walked past the shops, | 
began to hum that famouse Christmas carol 
“Silent Mice.” 

All of New Mouse City 
seemed to be in the 
Ohvistinas spirit. 
Bright lights 






flickered in the store windows. Mice scurried 
by, their arms filled with presents. 

I gazed up at the star on top of a Christmas 
tree when suddenly... 

WHAM! | crashed into a mouse crossing 
the street! He carried an enormouse red box. 
He seemed to be in quite a rush. 

§LAM! I slipped on the ice. I landed right 
on top of my poor tail. Quch! 

I stood up, rubbing my tail. A look of 


4 slipped &% 
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oo 
‘if 





surprise came across the mouse’s face. 
“Geronimo Aiton! ts that you?” 

| couldn't believe it. It was my old friend 
from school, Buddy Pawpal. 

“Buddy! What are you doing here?” | 
asked. 

“Shopping, of course,” Buddy said. “I want 
to Umpredé my friends and relatives, so 
I'm buying all of the [L@VVESY gifts. Have 
you seen the new Cheese-o-Matic? It 
slices, dices, grates, grinds, chops, mashes, 
smashes —and then it washes itself when it’s 
done! It costs a fOPEUNE, but it’s worth it.” 

“Uh, no, | haven’t heard of it,” | replied. 

“Have you bought your gifts yet?” Buddy 
asked. “I bet you spent a lot of MOREY, 
right?” 

“I don’t think how much moncy you 


spend on a gift is important,” I said. “It's 
the (hought that counts.” 

Buddy laughed and slapped me on the back. 
“Oh, Geronimo, you always were a Stange 
M°uSe!” he said. Then he hurried away, 
calling out behind him. “Wlewy, Christmas! 
Happy, Mew Year! Season's Greetings! 
Happy, Holidays!” 








Buy! Buy! Buy! 


I spent the morning walking in the snow 
and looking at the decorations all around 
New Mouse City. It was lunchtime when | 
got back home. All that walking had made 
me HUNGRY! | chomped on a triple-decker 
cheese sandwich. 

I yawned. All that walking had made me 
tired, too! But it was Christmas Eve, and | 
was expecting a houseful of guests. I decided 








to take a nap so | would be well rested in the 


evening. 
© First I took a warm bath with Blue 
Og CHEESE-SCENTED bubbles. Then | put 
 @ onmysoft pajamas decorated with pepperoni 
pizza slices. Finally, I fod PETD - my 
little red fish. 
“Have some crumbs of Christmas pic, 
my friend!” | said. 
I snuggled into my comfy couch, Outside, 
the SNOW was really coming down. | 
felt warm and cozy. | turned on the TV. 


A loud commercial blared out. 

“DUOYY DUYY DUYY MORRY 
LBFORE IF°S FOG LATER” 

I clicked off the TV and turned on the 
radio instead. But it wasn’t any better. A 
horrible jingle filled my cars. 

i 
“Shop! Shop! Shop! 9» =_ 

Shop until you drop! = —“—"" 

If you don't spend your money 

Your friends will look at you funny!” 


I shut off the radio and picked up a 





magazine. But every page had an ad for a 
new product. inde fatsy’s Whisker Polish! Chester's 
Cheddar Seda Pop! RATZO/DS, THE 
HOTTEST VIDEO CAME OF THE YEAR! 

I closed the magazine. Then | closed my 
eyes and started to nap. But before I could 


fall asleep, the phone Fang. — 

“This is Stilton, “Geronimo SMilton,” | 
answered. 

“Mr. Stilton, I can tell you are a smart 
mouse.” said the squeaky voice on the other 
end. “That is why I Know you will take me 
up on this special offer. For just $19.99 
you can own your very own ANTICAT 


ALARM!” 7 
“But there aren't any car $ in 
New Mouse City!” | said. 


“But what if there were? 
Then you'd be in big trouble 
without this alarm, wouldn't 
you? So you'd better buy it. 
Mr. Stilton!” 

IT couldn't take it anymore. “KEAWE ME 
ALONE!" | cried. Then | slammed down 
the receiver. 





I snuggled back into the couch. Then | 
looked out the window at the falling snow. 


Even that was ruined! 3, 
si A plane flew across the sky. It dragged a 
sign behind it... sy ak 





The telephone fan g again. 

| grabbed the phone. “sToP CALLING 
MEI t boN'T WANT To Buy ANYTHING! 
LEAVE ME ALooococccoNF!” 

On the other end, a tiny voice squeaked in 
surprise. 

“Uncle Geronimo! Are you all right?” 


I DON’T WANT TO 
BE ALONE! 


It was my nephew Benjamin. @) 
I cheered up right away. I love 
Benjamin! He is the sweetest little 


mouselet in the whole world. 





“I'm all right, Benjamin,” | answered. “1 
can’t wait to see you tonight for _ 
Christmas Eve.” . 

“But that’s why I’m calling.” 





Benjamin said. “I wanted to wish 
you a © Merry Chretmas before | leave 
with Aunt Thea.” @) 

I could not believe my ears. “Leaving?” | 
asked. “Aren't you going to spend Christmas 
here with me, like you do every year?” 

| heard my sister’s voice next. 


“We are going on a cruise to a tropical 
island. | am not inviting you because you 
always get gah yes See ya, big brother.” 

I hung up the phone and frowned. 
. Yes, I do get SELS(EK. But 1 couldn't 
~ believe my sister would leave me on 

Christmas! And to take Benjamin 
with her, too! It was downright crucl. 

I called my cousin Trap GB) next to make 
sure he was still coming. He told me he was 
going to San Mouscisco to take a CooKing 
class. 

I sighed. “It sounds like fun, Trap,” I said. 
“Have a nice trip.” 

Was I really going to 
be alone on Christmas? 













I called the rest of my 
family to see what they 
were doing. 


My grandfather William Shortpaws 
@ was packing up his cheese- 
colored camper. He was going on a 
cheese tasting lour in Cheddarton 
with his cook, Tina Spicytail @). 

My dear aunt Sweetfur was going 
to a concert in Mouseport. | understood. 
She adores the great elasséeal composer 
Mousart. 

I called every relative I could think of — 
even Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout @: He 
never says no to a free meal. But even he 







said he was busy! 

I tried not to PANIC. My family 
was away. But I still had my friends, 
didn’t I? 

I did not. I called all of my friends from 
The Rodent’s Gazette, but they were all busy. 
Pinky Pick >. my assistant editor, was going 









to a FUZZY FUZZBORN concert. Kreamy 
O’Cheddar Q), my right-hand mouse, was 
going skiing on Slipperyslopes Glacier. 
Mousella MacMouser . Merenguita 
Gingermouse @), Zeppola Zap @. Blasco 
Tabasco @. and Larry Keys were going 
toan ar? show in Mousefort Beach. 

You will not believe who I called next. 
I phoned Creepella von Cacklefur @, the 
spooky rodent who wants to marry me. But 


she was going to visit her creepy family in 
the VALLEY OF THE VAIN VAMPIRES. 


So it was true. | was going to spend 





Christmas all alone! I was so sad 
# that | began to cry, Salty tears 
¢” soaked my whiskers. 
¢ (, “I don’t want to be alone: I 
§ wailed. “What kind of Christmas 
will | have without my friends and family?” 
| hugged Hannibal’s fishbowl. 
“You are the only one who loves me, 
Hannibal!” | sobbed. 








Hannibal. the Hite reg pe 
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IT WOULD HAVE 
BEEN SUCH A NICE 
CHRISTMAS... 


| looked around my ver oe 
paper hearts decorated'the tree. The 
= table was set with place cards. 

Everything looked so beantifal! 
But it only made me sadder, My 










y friends and family would have 
_® liked the decorations so much! 
But now they would never 
see them. 
I looked at the gilts under 
the tree. | had made them 
with my own paws! 
A paperweight 


for Grandfather 


William. A photo Frame for Aunt Sweetfur. 
Chocolate sweets for Trap. Sweet-smelling 
sachets for Thea. And for Benjamin, a letter 
that told him how much I loved him. 

Thinking of Benjamin made me sad again. 
I looked at the table where | had set up our 
Christmas game, Mous«-e-tha fia. | 
love Hannibal, but | can’t play board games 
with him. If only my friends and family 
were coming... 

“We would have had so much fun,” I said, 
drying my tears. “It would have been 
such a nice Christmas!" 





Ouse-e-thafia on Christm 
as! 
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STILTOD? 
GERODIBO STILTOD? 


1 could not bear to look at the presents 
and decorations. | put on my winter coat 
again and went outside. Heavy snow fell 
from the sky. It reminded me of Parmesan 
flakes shaking down on pasta. 

[ had not gone far when I bumped into a 
figure wrapped in scarves. THIN SCARVES, 
LONG SCARVES. wame scarves. HEAVY 
SCARVES. you name it — this rodent looked 
like a scarf mummy! 

“Stiltod? Gerodibo Stiltod?” the strange 
figure mumbled. 

Then I knew who it was— Mrs. Ratillis, 
the sweet old lady who lives in the apartment 
above mine. | could tell by the way she 


talked that she had a bad cold. 

“Mrs. Ratillis, you should be inside on a day 
like this!” I said. “Let me take you home.” 

I love Mrs. Ratillis. Before | go to work, 
| always bring her a hunk of cheese. And 
I make sure she gets a free copy of at 


Rodents G ae. 
wine 
Mrs. Ratillis began t oben er 


“Dear Gerodibo, I dan’t find osaifiose! 

It was hard to understand Mrs. Ratillis 
through her stuffy snout. But | knew what 
she meant. 

“You can’t find Moonflower, 
your nightingale?” | asked. 

She nodded. “My 
poor Doonllower _¢ 





flew out the 
window. 


Where could he be? What a sad dight I will 
hab all by myself!” 

“You will not be alone tonight, Mrs. 
Ratillis,” | said quickly. “Come to my place 
at seven. We will have a wonderfal 
Christmas together!” 

| told Mrs. Ratillis that | would look for 
Moonllower. | took her up to her apartment. 
Then I went back out. 

It was so cold! I began to wish I had 
borrowed some scarves from Mrs. Ratillis. 
Soon icicles hung from my whiskers. | 
hate when that happens! 

But | had made a promise to Mrs. Ratillis. 
| walked up and down the streets of New 
Mouse City, looking for her bird. 

“Mooooo00000nflower!” 

But | could not find the nightingale 
anywhere! 








RATTINA’S DREAM 
COMES TRUE 


| kept walking. The snow kept falling. It 
was very cold. | hummed a Christmas tune 
to keep warm: “Rudolph the Red-Nosed 
Rodent.” But it didn’t help. Soon I felt an 
icicle hanging from my snout. 

I hate when that happens! 

I walked past the biggest toy store in the 
city. That is when | noticed a woman holding 
the paw of a tiny blond mouse. They were 
both staring at the store window. 

“Look, Mommy,” the little girl said. “That 
is the teddy bear | always dreamed of!” 

Curious, I stepped closer to the window. 
A sweet-looking stuffed bear sat on 
a pillow in the store display. Around its neck 





It was the teddy bear of her dreams, . . . 


was a big yellow bow the color of 
smooth American cheese. 





I got a warm feeling inside. It was 
a feeling so Warm that it melted the 
icicle on my snout! 

I quickly ran into the store. The salesmouse 
recognized me right away. 

“Mr. Stilton! How may | help you?” 

“I'd like to buy that teddy bear in the 
window, please,” I said. 

Minutes later, | rushed out of the store. 
| walked up to the mommy mouse and her 
daughter. | took off my cap and bowed. 

“May | introduce myself?” | asked. “My 
name is Stilton, Geronimo Ailton” 

The mommy mouse turned (2. ““Gexenrve 
SNilten? The famouse newspaper mouse?” 
she said. “It is an honor to meet you.” 

I looked at the littke mouselet. “I would 


like to give this teddy bear to your 
daughter as a gift,” | said. “Would that be 
all right?” 

The woman's eyes got teary. “That is too 
much!” she said. 

I smiled. “It is not foo much if it will 
make your daughter's dream come truc.” 

I gave the teddy bear to the cute little 
mouselet. 

“You are so kind, Mr. Stilton,” said the 
woman. “Rattina, thank Mr. Stilton.” 

Rattina squeaked with delight and hugged 
the stuffed bear. “Thank you, thank 
you, thank you!” she cried. Then she turned 
to her mother. “Are we going home?” 

Her mother sighed. “There is no hurry. 
We're all alone. No one is waiting for us 
there.” 


I had an idea. 


“Allow me to invite you to my home for 
Christmas,” | said. “Come to 8 Mouseford 
Lane at seven o’clock. | will make a meal 
that is whisker-licking good. We will have 
a wonderful Christmas together!” 


will hay 
“we © @ wondertul 





I bowed... 





GIVE ME YOUR 
MON.EY! 


| decided to head back home. The snow 
was almost up to my knees! I could [eel an 
icicle hanging from each of my ears. 

| hate when that happens! 

I took a shortcut through the park. 

“Moooooonflower!” I called out. 

Suddenly, I heard a yell behind me. 





“HEY YOU! STOP RIGHT THERE!” 

I turned and saw a dark shadow, 

“Give me your money!” the mysterious 
rodent shouted. 

Normally, | would have been afraid. But 
it was Christmas Eve. | wanted to help this 
mouse. 

“Don’t you know it’s Christmas Eve?” | 
said softly. 

“Give me your money!” the mouse 
said again. But this time, his voice was 
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shaking. Then | heard him sob. 

| walked up to him, “Are you all right? 
May I help you?” I asked. 

Now I could see the mouse in the light of 
the strectlamp. He was sHort and SAiNNY with 
a $ad look in his eyes. 

“I am so sorry,” he said in a soft voice. 
“I’ve never done this before. But | didn’t 
know what else to do. If I told you, you'd 
understand, I promise. But you don’t want 
to listen to me, I’m sure.” 

I put my paw on his shoulder. “I would be 
happy to listen to you,” I said. “Come to my 

house tonight. We ean talk over a 
slice of nice ripe cheese.” 

Then another voice rang through the 
night. “What is going on here?” a police 
mouse asked us. 

“Everything is fine, Officer,” | said. 


The police mouse glanced at the SKINNY 
mouse by my side. He frowned. “Hmmm. 
And who is this?” 

“He is a friend,” | said. “We were about to 
go to my house for © /xei/nas © re supper.” 

The police mouse sighed. “Lucky you,” he 
said, “My shift is almost over. But I’m all 
alone tonight.” 

“Then come with us!” | said. “Ill see both 
of you at seven o'clock at 8 Mouseford Lane. 
Ring the buzzer for 
S7Tit0N. We will 
have a wouderfal © 
Christmas 
together!” 
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EVERY JOB 
Is IMPORTANT 


| decided to look in one more place for 
Moonflower. | headed to the harbor. It was 
very cold by the water. Soon | could feel an 
icicle hanging from the tip of my tail. 

| hate when that happens! 

“Mooooonflower!” I called out, 
“Mooooonflower!” 

“Hey, Mister!” a small voice cried. It surprised 
me! | slipped on a fish bone. 

Splatt I landed inside a BARREL of rotten 
fish. I climbed out of the slippery barrel. 
Sardine bones stuck to my fur. A stinky 
lobster sat on top of my head. I brushed off 
the Slimy meSS. Then I saw a very tiny Mouse 
standing in front of me. 






“Sir, can you help 
Ls me?” he squeaked. “My 
—_— *@ GA, name is Speck. | was 
\ looking for my daddy, 
but | got lost.” 

1 smiled. “Of 
course I'll help 
you. Where are your dad and mom?” 

“I don’t have a mom anymore,” the little 
mouse said. “Daddy works at a restaurant here 
at the harbor. He has a very | M PORTANT job!” 

I took his little paw in mine. The harbor was 
lined with seafood restaurants. We checked 
them out, one by one. But Speck did not sce 
his father in any of them. 

Then we came to a YERY EXPENSIVE 
LOOKING RESTAURANT. The host walked 
up to us. My fur and coat were still dripping 
with fish guts. The host frowned and held 
his nose. 


“Who ARE you? WHAT te You WANT?” he 
asked sharply. 

“My name is Stilton, Sjeronimo Stilton,” 
I said. “This tittle mouse is lost. He is looking 
for his father. Does he work here?” 


The mouse snorted, “If you are Gevonrme 
Silfon, then | am SANTA MOUSE!” he said. 
"Silton is a BUG CHOSSE in this town. 
He is nota smelly Sewer rat like you. Get 


out of here!” 





I started to protest. But then SpecK ran 
toward the restaurant’s kitchen. 

“Daddy! Daddy!” he cried. 

A rodent wearing a cook’s apron came 
out. He hugged the little mouse. 

“Is everything OK, Sp@CK?” he asked. 

The sooty host sniffed. “This is a restaurant, 
not a day-care center!” he said. He 
glared at the cook. “You are fired! That will 


teach you to waste time instead of working.” 





Then one of the waiters ran over to the 
host. The waiter pointed at me and whispered 
something in the host's ear. The host turned 
as pale as a piece of M@ZZATXe). 

“Are you sure?” he asked the waiter. 

The waiter nodded. | saw drops of sweat » 
form on the host's whiskers. ~> 

“Mr. “lon, | had no idea it was really © 
you,” he said. “Please, allow me to serve you V 
dinner, Mr. “Men, We would be proud to 
serve such a famouse rodent as yourself, 

Mr. Silton.” 

“{ (ILL ROY SUEY GORE ARGUE SECRRUE” 1 
said angrily. | turned to $peek’S father. “Come 
with me. | will help you get another job where 
you will be treated with more regpeet!” 

We left with our HEADS HELD HIGH. 

SpecK looked up at me as we walked 
down the street. “Daddy is a cook. That is 


a very IMPORTANT job, isn’t it?” 


“Of course it is,” | replied. “Every 






job is important. »# a 
It takes all kinds ”*” s 
: ~ 
of mice to make ¥ 
= a 


the world go round. 4 
And what job could be more IM PORTANT than 
feeding hungry mice?” 

Then | shook his father’s paw. “Come to 
my home at 8 Mouseford Lane at seven 
o'clock tonight. We «will have awouderful 
Christmas together!” 

| hurried home. My heart felt as light as a 
cheese puff. 1 was not going to be alone on 
Christmas! 

Still, | had to find Moonflower. | called 
out the nightingale’s name all the way home. 
But | didn’t see him anywhere. 

I reached the front of my building, feeling 


sad, What was I going to tell Mrs. Ratillis? 
Then a heard a lithe chimp. It was 

coming from the mailbox. There, crembiing 

from the cold, was Moonflower! I bundled 





him under my jacket and ran upstairs to find 
Mrs. Ratillis. 

“‘DOONFLOWER'!® she cried out. 

I left them both and walked downstairs 


to my apartment. | reached for the 
doorknob... 
But the door was open! 
I carefully stepped inside. 
It was Mark. Nota single light was on. 
What was going on? 








Mr. Stilton! 





Best wishes from The Rodeng:, Gazettes 
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A WONDERFUL 
CHRISTMAS 
TOGETHER 


The lights suddenly came on. All of my 
friends and family were there! They 
began to sing: 


ay Oulbside tt és SNOWY ¥ 
But inside we are glowing I 
Christmas 6s here °o 
4 And what we hold dear L 
fay / the yift wecan?l ged enough of é 
The yreatest gf! of lsz & J 


the yf Love! 
| S 


I was shocked. “But | thought you were all 
going away!” | said. 

“Of course not,” Thea said. “We just wanted 
to surprise you. Christmas wouldn't be 
Christmas without you, Gerrykins!” 

“We love spending the holiday with all our 
family and friends,” said Aunt Sweetfur. 

“And it’s FIREE!” added Uncle Samuel 
Stingyfur. 

Benjamin ran up and hugged me. “I love 
you, Uncle Geronimo. This is going to be 
the best Christmas ever!” 

Soon all of the new friends | had met that 
day arrived. We all sat around the table. Trap 
stood up and clinked a glass with his spoon. 

“SPEECH! SPEECH! he cried. 

I cleared my throat. “My whiskers are 
fluttering with happiness,” | began. “It is 


444248 





wonderful to be with all of my loved ones 
this year. And now | have many new friends, 
too! | am a very lucKy mouse.” 
| wiped a tear from my eye. 
Trap rubbed his tummy. “THAT'S VERY MOVING. 
GERONIMO. NOW LET'S EAT!” he shouted. 
I ran into the kitchen. | came back 
arrying a Christmas feast. | had 
made a Swiss eheese pie, a big 
salad with ELU€ CHeese CHunks, cheddar 
cheese soup. and fA SMALL CHRISTMAS TREE 
MADE OF CREAM CHEESE! Everyone licked their 
whiskers. 
“.yURRAY FOR GERONIMO" they cheered. 
I smiled. It was exactly how | dreamed my 
Christmas would be! 
After dinner, Benjamin and | cleared the 
table. | looked out the window. The SNOW 
had stopped falling, and the sky was clear. 









Against the black sky, I saw a very tiny 
bright star. lt fell through the sky. 

“Look, Benjamin. A falling star,” | whispered. 
“Let's make a wish.” 


| held Benjamin’s paw, and we watched 
until the star disappeared. | don’t know for 
sure what Benjamin wished for. But | bet 
he had the same wish as I did: to be able to 
spend many, many, many more Christmases 


like this one. Together! 
6 
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@ Att WE NEED 
Is LOVE 

S 


Dear mouse friends, how will you spend 
your Christmas? | hope you will spend it with 
someone who loves you. 

That is something | learned a long time 
ago. You can have all the cheese in the 
world, but if you don’t have love in your 
life, the cheese will taste like moldy Socks! 
Love makes everything better. 

Look around. There is Love all around 
you—with your family, your friends, even 

your pets. Imagine if everyone 


s aerend love Y spread this Love all 
> p> , around the world. 
i 4 2. = Then tt would be 


ae = *; Christmas every day / 


















POAS FESTA® GUN TSO SUN TAN'GUNG HAW SUN 
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NAYA SAAL STVA Is GObOM 
MUBARAK HO Russian 


Urdu 
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English - 


OMEvETO. MASAG PASKO, 
SINNER oe OMEDETO ANANG BAGO 
KURISUMASY Tagalog NG TAON 
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SHUB NAYA 
BAPAS 
Hindi 







VROLUK KERSTFEEST 
EN EEN GELUKKIG 
NIEUWJAARE 
Dutch 
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e French 










Born in New Mouse City, a 
Island, GERONIMO STILTON : 


Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 






and of Ratonic 
Philosophy. For the 






' : 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

‘Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 


' 





eceived the Andersen 2000 Prize for n f 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
2 works have been published all over the globe. 


In , ae Mr. Stilton ts antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But 1e MOst enjoys 


is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 












Map of New Mouse City 
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Parking Lot 44, Hercule Poirat’s Office 
Mouseum of 45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
Modern Art House 

University and Library 46. Grandfather William's 
The Daily Rat House 








Sen anewn a 


Map of Mouse Island 


Big Ice Lake 

Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 
Brimstone Lake 


. Poopedcat Pass 

. Stinko Peak 

. Dark Forest 

. Vain Vampires Valley 
. Goose Bumps Gorge 
. The Shadow Line Pass 
. Penny Pincher Castle 
. Nature Reserve Park 
. Las Ratayas Marinas 
. Fossil Forest 

. Lake Lake 


21. 
22. 
23. 
24. 
25. 


26. 
27. 
28. 
29. 
30. 
31, 
32. 
33. 
34, 


35. 
36. 
37. 


Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio Mosquito 
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2. 
vary CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, 


|, Gerontme CThlon, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as Spooky as my friend a> 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFI FUR! She is an 4 
enchanting and | hl! mouse T 
with a pet bat named 

I'm a real mouse, but 
even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 

fascinating. | can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly 

spooky tales! 


SD Ge tit ) Nee 


vey , 


CyerPetsa Yow Coca Letn Corereti a vox Cocaleryn 


, 
THE THIRTEEN MEET ME IN 
GHOSTS HORRORWOOD 


“| a 
She 


#1 THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS #2 MEET ME IN HORRORWOOD 








THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 
Vix ™“ 








3 
THE QUEST FOR = THE AMAZING 
PARADISE: _ VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 


IN THE KINGDOM 


KINGDOM OF FAN 
OF FANTASY = 





_ 


.  MWDear mouse friends, > 
Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be another whisker-lickifigegood 
adventure, th : a promise! 










° 


Geronimo Stilton -~ 
fy 
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